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Odd Days
My currently
of a month
and odd days
walks with blue light
past midnight mass.
In a prison of the faithful
its not yet October
and Latin
bleeds through his hoodie.
My hopefully
of addiction
and neurons
leaves questions like bitters
lingering in atmosphere.
His obsession
is a placebo
a purpose
and its never been working.
My me
of royalty
and smoky winters
wonders at his fate
disregards it
as something for him
to ignore.
He shivers
and silently takes the hill
while I
find god
at the end of September.

Lily Alig

Legs
If you're bowlegged like me
and you really want to change that
but you can't afford surgery
or are afraid of scalpels,
you could try pressing your
palms against the outsides of your calves
forever and maybe
it's possible that they would straighten out,
but if you don't want to do that
because you get clammy hands
or you like to use your hands for other things,
then you could try yelling at
your parents for not
taking the proper measures to
assure straight legs
and maybe your grandparents too
and God.

Juliet Bellin-Warren
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Ghost
'something you can't feel, but see
'something you can't see, but feel
when i say ghost,
i mean i still remember
exactly what color of autumn
you are. it has been years since
ive seen a tree lose anything,
but i am certain that we were
the quietest forest
fire imaginable.
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Katherine Connolly

Dark Stranger
The family behind the wife and husband were too happy. The
wife suspected that they were the type of family that flaunted
their happiness, like others flaunted wealth. She looked at her
husband. Her husband was looking at something else. He hated
blood; she knew that. But she mentally validated his accompa
nying her today.
Giving blood is a good thing to do.
It was something they could do together.
It would make her happy.
He could put up with some pain for once.
The line did not move quickly. The woman in front of the
wife and the husband had given up on small talk. After three
different attempts ("How are you two doing today?" followed
by, "Imagine all the people we'll be helping!" and then, "Where
are you two from, anyway?") she had frowned and turned away.
She told herself that it was them, not her. As the line inched
along, the wife played a game in her head. She counted the days
it had been since her husband had looked at her. Not today. Not
yesterday. Maybe the day before that, but she hadn't really been
able to tell. It was not a fun game. But she played anyway.
They had been married for seven years. The first three were
happy. The ceremony had been held at a church, the honey
moon on a beach. People were generally impressed with her
husband. He was quite handsome, in a dark, strange way. They
used to try for children, almost every night. That had been a
fun game. But they lost every time. And soon they stopped
playing at all. They had contemplated getting a dog. They set
tled for a cat. It ran away.
"Mrs. Reddle?" The volunteer had a large nose and small
eyes. His baggy, red shirt advertised a white circle that sur
rounded a red cross. It fit him remarkably well. It was possible
that he was wearing makeup. He was not handsome, but the
wife applauded his effort to convince her otherwise. The worn4

an in front of them—who was apparently also a wife—reached
for a cane and hobbled towards the volunteer. He smiled and
opened the door for her. They disappeared behind it. When she
returned, the wife thought, there would be one pint less of her.
The wife watched the children who sat some feet away from
their parents (whose feet were aching). The children were sit
ting in a circle, playing a game. They were chanting and hitting
each others hands. They were laughing, except for the children
who were not. They sat just outside of the circle, pouting. The
wife wanted to tell them to start their own game, a different
game. But kids aren't supposed to talk to strangers. At least,
she would never let her kids talk to strangers. She looked at her
husband. Her husband was looking at something else.
It was a long time before Mrs. Reddle came out again. She
looked the same. She made a point of not acknowledging the
husband and wife as she walked towards the exit. The wife
wondered if Mrs. Reddle had kids. The wife bid her a silent
farewell.
"Mr. and Mrs. Dougal?" Her husband looked at the volun
teer. He stood, so she stood. They walked through the doorway,
down a hallway, into a bland room with one chair.
"Its all yours," her husband said, gesturing to the chair.
"Thanks," she said. He didn't say anything. The volunteer
closed the door behind him and smiled cheerfully at the cou
ple.
"Hey, folks," he drawled. "I just want to thank you for com
ing out today. Someone's life will be changed because of y'all.
Remember that." The wife's smile was brief, an obligation.
"Now," the volunteer said. "I'm gonna need to prick y'all
fingers real quick. Just gotta screen the blood, make sure it's all
right and nice. Just like y'all." The wife looked at her husband.
He was looking at the volunteer.
"You're taking blood from our arms and our fingers, now?"
His eyes were wide. The wife wanted to protect him from
his fear. She wanted to say something to make him feel safe.
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She wanted to reach over and rub his back. But she was also
enjoying his weakness. She felt powerful, in control. She could
have eased his pain, she could have granted him relief. But she
didn't.
"It'll be over real quick," the volunteer said.
"Fine," her husband said. The volunteer took a sample of
blood from each of them. The wife watched her husband cringe
and squirm. She was stone. He told them he'd be back "real
quick." A different volunteer came in. She was beautiful. The
wife watched her husband to see if he noticed. He didn't seem
to. But the wife told herself that probably everyone noticed. It
couldn't be helped. The beautiful volunteer wrapped each of
their biceps with blue tape, very tightly. The volunteer asked if
they had any children. The wife decided to play a game.
"Two boys and one girl," she said.
"Well, aren't you just the luckiest!" the volunteer said. She
laughed, beautifully. The wife watched her husband roll his
eyes. But he didn't say anything.
"John turned eight last week," the wife said. "And Mason
is captain of his lacrosse team. Lucy is learning to read." The
volunteer smiled. Beautifully.
"What a nice little family you've got," she said. The wife's
smile was brief. The wife often played this game of pretend. At
the supermarket, at work, sometimes when she was by herself.
She imagined she would have played pretend with her children,
too. With boys it would have been games of pirates and astro
nauts. If she had had girls, they would have been princesses and
movie stars. But she had neither girls nor boys, so she played
pretend at having both. She imagined she would have played
other games with her children. She'd have taught them Scrab
ble, maybe poker when they were old enough. The beautiful
volunteer left. The wife wondered how much silence weighed.
The first volunteer returned. He wasn't smiling anymore.
"Mr. and Mrs. Dougal," he said.
"Yes," the wife said.
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"Ma'am, I'm afraid I'm going to have to ask you to step out
side for a moment." The drawl was gone.
"Why's that?" the wife said.
"Well," the volunteer said. He looked down at his shoes.
"Well, what? What is it?" the wife said.
"Ma'am. Please. It'll just be a moment." The wife looked at
her husband. Worry gagged her like gasoline. Her husband
was looking at his hands. He was not wearing his wedding
ring. She left, closing the door behind her. She sagged against
the wall, the way her skin would sag off her bones one day. She
counted seconds, pretending they were hours, and then days,
and then years. She grew gray against the wall. She imagined
herself wrinkled, hunched towards the ground like her body
was anticipating its final resting place. Til death do us part. The
volunteer reemerged. He smiled awkwardly at the wife. If she
was interested, the volunteer told her, she could still get her
blood drawn. She entered the room. Her husband had taken
the chair. She looked at him. He was shaking. He seemed to
have grown gray too.
"Well?" she said. "David?" The wife looked at her husband.
He looked at something, anything, else.
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if a plane were made of spiders
if a plane were made of spiders you wouldn't know their names
if you stood next to a spider on the elevator and the elevator were made of spiders
you wouldn't know that spider had two kids and filed bankruptcy in 2003
if a spider stood with you in the shower made of plastic and the water were actu
ally tar and blood you and the spider would both be scared but you wouldn't see
the spider
if trees were made of spiders we wouldn t go outside but if spiders were trees we
wouldn't have been able to build highways
spiders that are larger can make you make more noise but small spiders can crawl
in your mouth while you sleep
if your clothes were made of spiders and the spiders were small you would have
better clothes than if the spiders were big but small spiders aren t always seen as
spiders mostly just bugs
if all bugs were spiders we wouldn't have our blood drawn or hit things in the air
with our cars after rainstorms
but spiders eat bugs so then spiders would eat spiders too much
but spiders don't eat spiders like spiders eat bugs like spiders eat me
spiders eat me
ha
if I were made of spiders I wonder how I d be

Samuel Garrett
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Through the Mist
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Natalie Kane

Learning to Die
My political science professor says
to study philosophy is to learn to die.
Like the good pupil 1 am,
1 experiment with stillness.
I slow my breathing until it stops completely,
my pulse growing softer and fainter,
a clock with a stalled tick.
I am Captain Hooks crocodile,
a swallower of time.
It tastes metallic, I bite down,
then it tastes like blood in the mouth.
(Is this right?
Am I doing this right?)
Like an engine, I experiment with stopping and starting.
I move my fingers, one at a time, I twitch,
kicking in the coffin,
kicking in the womb.
I practice dying so that when the time comes,
the movement will come natural as ballet
and I'll go into the grass with grace and finesse.
I will not struggle,
will raise no fanfare, blare no trumpets.
I will come to rest like the tune of a music box
growing slower and fainter as the lever winds back.
(I am learning not to go out with a bang,
I am learning how to pass gently by)
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I watch smoke unfurl from the end of my friends cigarette,
hoping it will teach me something about softness
and the art of floating away.
There is so little time, they say.
Don't waste a moment.
I chew on this piece of time, thoughtfully,
until my jaw locks,
and it has lost all taste.
I am settling into the shell of myself.
There is time, still, for this.

II

Natalie Keller

Ashes
I was not
with you, but
in you. Inside
out. Tongue against
membrane.
Meteoric—
explosive bodies, bicycle rust.
We were motion,
going toward nothing—
in the end, following
the feet into chaos.
I make peace not
with you, but with our helplessness.
Tears dropped into the water—
dissolved, nullified.
We sunk into the stillness, too far
down to hold our breath.
The crystalline salt left behind
is awful in its beauty.
It tells a story. It tastes like us.
We are just
a small part. We are
a world apart.

Mollie O'Leary
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In Fist-Fulls
No ones hands feel like hands in the dark. They get very
dense and long and alarmingly important. They're still small,
or at least yours were, but when I grabbed them and you
grabbed back it felt like your skin was made of distance. I
could feel the coils of highways in how taut your tendons
were, all of it so fast and so still. We held on quietly because it
was almost an accident. We held on and I found out about all
the road trips that were happening across skin and country
and marrow, each one of them finger-tipping off into the
chemical dark of the janitors closet. Your hands weighed
three-quarters of a pound each in the light. But when we first
flicked the switch down in the sixth grade and stood in that
personal sort of blackness, your hands got very heavy.
We got good at walking up to the second floor of that
middle school in I think we passed nowhere fifty miles back"
Iowa. We got good at it even though it was a very small thing
to do and had even less of a thesis than our disjointed English
papers. We ignored this, pressed our palms up against the
tininess, and skipped the twentieth step on our way up. We
almost didn't need there to be a second floor. We could have
gotten to where we were going, into the small claspings that
felt like necklaces closing around us, even if the stairs had
finger-tipped off into blue air instead of brooms and Windex.
It was about the dark, I think. It was about not having to
know things while the closet breathed over us like a lung or a
star or a question mark. It was also about your hands, which
were pink in places, even and especially when the lights were
off. I am sorry if I held on too hard or gave you the bruises
I was keeping in my synapses. But I can't un-hold. I can't be
better fifteen years ago. I skip the twentieth st ep on my way
up today like it's a religion. I am not wrong now, even if I was
wrong the first time I skipped that step like an amen.
I think, even though its not true, that light makes you
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lighter. I know that fluorescence lifts the floor up and makes
all walking feel like it's uphill. Lamplight weighs about the
same as a candle wick spread over fifteen square miles, those
frail strings pulling up on the earth and lifting it to fire. I think
things fall inward in the dark, collapsing. I've found the closet
by the way, the one on the second floor that did exist even
though it didn't need to. It's unlocked just like the front door
is, even though it's June and there are as many students here
as there are stingrays. PS I am not a stingray. I am still not
pretty and not tall and have no barbs or wings or gills.
Opening the door feels like breaking a light bulb under my
heel. There is no sound for the shattering, but I can still feel
glass getting into my breathing.
I almost do not open it. I almost turn away and leave the
place burning on its filament of memory. But then I do, I get
it open and the light is off and 1 think about your hands and
how far away they are and how they each probably weigh
about a pound now. I decide this is how I want to keep track
of time, in your hand weight, a history of the universe in your
hand weight. This is not helpful or practical, and the time line
would loop around and dead end in whorls of fingerprints,
but I want it anyway. It would say nothing of wars or presi
dents or pollution or hospital bills. I don't think it would even
really be about anything at all. And it would not be very real,
because time probably weighs more than two pounds, but this
is one of those very true things that does not matter to me at
all.
Regardless—you are far away and do not care very much.
I am not a stingray. We still have the same fingers we used
when we were scared-happy together. Maybe I will put our
digits on a timeline and maybe I will go to sleep at noon. The
world will end on your left pinky. It might rain, later today.

Claire Oleson
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Limbo and Other Party Games
You would break your hips on the hood of a speeding car
on the corner of Birch and 28th Street. The car would be red.
The night would make it look like a dimmed bruise on four
wheels, one very fast bruise looking for a body to swell home
in. You would let it in after it knocked on your vision from
quarter mile away. Stalling on the crosswalk, you would stand,
looking ceramic and stiff with a wild new thought, your calves
italicized in the middle of a step. We did not hear it happen to
you, not from the couch where your boyfriend and I sat wait
ing, but your nerves would firework open and tell each other
wild stories up and down your legs. Your boyfriend, the It
with his hair dark with rainwater, waited to be kissed. I, dark
with your boyfriend being here, waited for you to come home
and put your lips onto his like a hinge. A nausea flickered in
me when I looked at him all the way. He kicked off his shoes
and set his water-heavy socks onto the wood floor.
Your heart would shudder 5,467 more times after you let
the car into you. Your boyfriend shuddered longer. The heart
monitor at the hospital would make a little picture of you
leaving. I wanted to see it. They didn't let me. I wanted to
paint it. Your boyfriend yelled at me for this.
Before we knew about any of it though, while the brownhaired It and I sat together two cushions away, we'd already
begun to work on your ghost. I made mine with your hair
short, like you'd wanted it, and your elbows skinned and
your eyes living somewhere in between blue and terrifying.
He made his into the shape of being kissed, your back bent,
your neck leaning in towards him, sort of the same shape
you made when you let the car in. Ghosts are acts of waiting.
Ghosts are patience and hopefulness and fear all coming to
gether in someone's right ventricle. Ghosts are neurons. They
aren't real but they're real.
We made two for you that evening before we even knew
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you'd need one. I'll lay them out here, both long and sweet
and, if I can say so, generous with loveliness. I think mine
is right. 1 think mine is closer to you than your boyfriends
affection-twisted specter. But of course, you get to pick. This
is your business after all. I would say hurry; 1 would say take
up a little haste and choose so that you can remember that
this happened to you.
I'm sure you've forgotten everything, that you feel line, unhaunted, and maybe even a little like you should be studying
or working or something. These are all just ways of avoiding
it though, ways of sitting on a cheap, beige couch imprinted
with the shimmer of a body like we did before we heard about
your new skirt of a shattered pelvis. So hurry up and look at
it, look at it like you looked at those car lights when you de
cided they were new suns to orbit. Pick a ghost, one of ours.
Pick one up and put it on so that you can remember the night,
the car, and the names of your roommate and your insignif
icant other. We're still waiting, our feet tapping eulogies into
the floorboards. Step out of your haze already and get into
one of ours.
Would you prefer your obituary to be in Helvetica or Times
New Roman?

Claire Oleson
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Exodus
I got up to leave,
terrified of the way your heart was
dimming in the lantern it had been placed in.
But as I touched the door,
the lantern in you flickered and
Stay was born,
A baby slender enough to
crawl from the gaps of your teeth. And
in her first breath, I discovered a
miraculously infinite and tenuous
intake of the world.
I cradled Stay.
And because she saw the world was good,
And we could not lie to her,
We rewrote the Old Testament for her.
The Israelites journeyed back into the desert, as we
spared a sacrificial lamb, and returned the bitten
apple to its tree.
And because her world was still too fragile,
And we could not bear to lie to her,
We awoke slightly more within ourselves.
We were born once again of this world and not quite of this world.
We took turns scrawling new names on each others spines so that
I could not see my name, and you could not see yours.
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Smokey Mountain River
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Anna Zibas
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